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Christmas   Eve  on  the  Desert 


By  HARRISON   R.  MERRILL 


TO-NIGHT,  not  one  alone  am  I  but 
three — 
The  Lad  I  was,  the  Man  I  am,  and  he 
Who  looks   adown   the  coming-  future 

years 
And  wonders  at  my  sloth.       His  hopes 

and  fears 
Should  goad  me  to  the  manly  game 
Of  adding  to  the  honour  of  my  name. 
I'm  Fate  to  him — that  chap  that's  I, 

grown  old. 
No  matter  how  much  stocks  and  lands 

and  gold 
I   save   for   h'm,    he  can't  buy  back   a 

single  day 
On  which  I  built  a  pattern  for  his  way. 

I,  in  turn,  am  product  of  that  Boy 
Who   rarely   thought   of  After  Selves. 

His  joy 
Was  in  the  present.        He  might  have 

saved  me  woe 
Had  he  but  thought.     The  ways  that  I 

must  go 
Are  his.     He  marked  them  all  for  me 
And  I  must  follow — and  so  must  he — 
My    Future   Self — Unless   I  save  him  ! 

Save? — Somehow  that  Word, 
Deep    down,    a    precious    thought    has 

stirred ! 
Saviour? — Yes,     I'm    saviour    to    that 

"  Me," 
That  thoughtful  After  Person  whom  I 

see  ! — 
The  thought  is  staggering  !       I  sit  and 

gaze 
At  my  two  Other  Selves,  joint  keepers 

of  my  days ! 


Master    of    Christmas,    You    dared    to 

bleed  and  die 
That  OTHERS  might  find  life.     How 

much  more  I 
Should    willingly   give    up   my   present 

days 
To  lofty  deeds  ;  seek  out  the  ways 
To  build  a  splendid  life.     I  should  not 

fail 
To  set   my  feet  upon   the   star  bound 

trail 
For  him — that  After  Self.       You  said 

that  he 
Who'd  lose  his  life  should  find  it,  and 

I  know 
You  found  a  larger  life,  still  live  and 

grow. 
Your  doctrine  was,  so  I've  been  told, 

serve  man. 
I  wonder  if  I'm  doing  all  I  can 
To  serve?  Will  serving   help  that 

Older  Me 
To  be  the  man  he'd  fondly  like  to  be? 

Last  night  I  passed  a  shack 
Where  hunger  lurked.     I  must  go  back 
And  take  a  lamb.     Is  that  the  message 

of  the  Star 
Whose  rays,  please  God,  can  shine  this 

far? 

To-night,     not    one    alone    am    I    but 

three — - 
The  Lad  I  was,  the  Man  I  am,  and  he 
Who  is  my  Future  Self — nay,  more, 
I  am  HIS  saviour — that  thought  makes 

me  four! 


Master    of    Christmas,     that    Star    of 

Thine  shines  clear — 
Bless  Thou  the  four  of  me — out  here ! 
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EDITORIALS 


(greeting* ! 


ONE  year  has  passed  since  the  Lord's 
servants,  in  their  wisdom,  saw  fit  to 
call  all  of  our  Missionaries  to  their  home- 
land. The  task  of  "  carrying  on  "  was 
placed  on  each  other's  shoulders.  You  have 
done  well.  Your  efforts  have  been  appre- 
ciated and  we  are  certain  that  all  of  our 
people  in  this  beautiful  land  are  conscious  of 
the  fact  that  the  Lord  has  watched  over 
them  and  rewarded  them  for  their  work. 

We  now  approach  that  season  of  all  the 
year — "  Christmas."  The  time  of  the  year, 
if  at  no  other,  we  turn  our  thoughts  back 
to  the  birth  of  our  Saviour.  We  think  more 
deeply  than  at  any  other  time  of  His  mission 
on  earth.  By  so  thinking  we  naturally  turn 
to  His  teachings  and  endeavour  to  practise, 
that  cardinal  command,  '  Love  Thy 
Neighbour." 

As  this  magazine  goes  to  press  we  read 
and  hear  over  the  wireless  of  the  triumphs 
of  our  boys  "  up  North."  Many  families 
are  now  sharing  the  anxiety  that  other 
people  of  Europe  have  been  having  for  some 
time.  Many  of  our  families  will  spend  this 
Christmas  without  the  company  of  their 
loved  ones.  Our  great  consolation  is  to 

dwell  upon  the  life,  ideals  and  mission  of  our 
Saviour  Jesus  Christ. 


At  this  same  time  we,  Latter-day  Saints, 
make  note  of  the  birthday  of  another 
Prophet  of  God,  who  gave  his  life  that  others 
might  enjoy  the  fulness  of  the  Gospel — 
Joseph  Smith. 

Trials  and  tribulations  strengthen  those 
who  are  already  strong  and  severely  test  the 
rest  of  us. 

Let  us  celebrate  this  Christmas,  as  it  was 
intended,  as  the  birthday  of  Him  who  gave 
His  life  that  we   might  live.  Let  us   be 

thankful  for  the  many  blessings  we  are 
receiving,  for  the  grand  and  glorious  country 
we  live  in,  for  our  freedom  to  worship  our 
God  as  we  wish  and  for  the  measure  of  good 
health  and  strength  we  are  enjoying.  Let 
us  show  our  thanks  for  these  blessings  by 
our  actions,  not  just  by  lip  expressions. 

We    extend     our     sincere    and     heartfelt 
greetings  to  our  members  and  friends  for  a 
very  happy  Christmas. 
President  and  Sister  Richard  E.  Folland 

and  Family. 
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LOST     CAUSES" 

By  RICHARD  L.  EVANS 


O  God,  where  art   thou?  And   where  i 

place?       How  long  shall  thy  hand  be  stayed 

THESE  words,  preface  to  a  cry  of  despair, 
came  from  the  breaking  heart  of 
Joseph  Smith  the  Prophet,  when  he  no 
longer  could  keep  silence  after  months  of 
wasting,  false.lv  imprisoned,  in  Liberty  jail. 
It  semed  that  a  cause  was  lost.  Maligned, 
hated,  persecuted,  and  driven,  he  and  all 
who  openly  expressed  conviction  in  the 
divinity  of  his  mission  were  living  through 
days  that  seemed  beyond  human  endurance 


s  the  pavilion  that  covereth  thy  hiding 


-(Doctrine  and  Covenants,   121  :i,  2.) 

— days  that  culminated  five  vears  later  in  the 
mob  assassination  of  the  Prophet,  and 
caused  the  Church  and  its  people  to  move 
beyond  what  were  then  the  borders  of  the 
United  States. 

In  all  those  years  of  b:tterness  and 
struggle  for  survival,  many  forsook  their 
convictions  and  their  principles.  To  them 
it  was  a  lost  cause — lost  to  them.  But  to 
those  who  p-ave  their   lives   for  it,   and   to 
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those  who  came  through  in  full  faith,  it  was 
no  lost  cause  but  a  victorious  engagement 
in  the  eternal  struggle  between  truth  and 
error. 

Gong  back  more  than  nineteen  centuries, 
We  find  this  same  cause  having  again  the 
appearance  of  being  lost.  There  was 
Gethsemane,  and  there  was  Calvary.  There 
was  Pilate  who  knew  better  than  he  did,  and 
Judas  who  sold  his  Friend  and  his  soul,  and 
Peter  who  thrice  denied  his  Lord.  There 
followed  gross  darkness,  covering  the  earth. 
Hunted  and  killed  were  those  who  gave 
allegiance  to  that  "  lost  cause  " — and  then, 
for  purposes  of  their  own,  workers  of  dark- 
ness espoused,  d:storted,  and  exploited  the 
"  cause,"  and  plundered  and  killed  and  per- 
formed all  manner  of  evil  in  its  name.  But 
it  was  no  lost  cause.  It  found  full  restora- 
tion "  never  again  to  be  taken  from  the 
earth." 

This  victory  of  "  lost  causes  "  has  been 
repeated  times  without  number.  Truth  has 
been  on  trial  in  the  clouded  minds  of  men 
in  all  ages.  The  struggle  with  error,  the 
struggle  with  oppression,  the  struggle  with 
evil  and  sin — and,  perhaps  most  of  all,  the 
struggle  with  ignorance,  which  is  at  the 
root  of  all  these  other  things — has  seen  no 
armistice,  no  cessation  of  hostilities,  no 
treaty  of  peace.  Sometimes  the  age-old 

war  has  been  confined  to  intellectual  con- 
test ;  sometimes  it  has  assumed  the  shape  of 
physical  conflict,  and  sometimes,  as  now,  it 
has  broken  out  into  a  fury  of  bestiality  sur- 
passing all  preconceived  ideas  of  horror  and 
inhumanity. 

Men  have  always  persecuted  and  dis- 
believed and  repudiated  those  who  have 
seen  ahead  of  their  own  time — whose  vision 
has  been  enlarged  and  whose  understanding 
has  been  quickened  by  "  that  Sp:rit  which 
giveth  light  to  every  man  that  cometh  into 
the  world," — in  all  fields  of  thought  and 
knowledge,  pertaining  both  to  things  here 
and  things  hereafter.  Stephen  the  Martyr 
gave  us  the  essence,  when  he  said  to  his 
accusers:  "  As  your  fathers  did,  so  do  ye. 
Which  of  the  prophets  have  not  your  fathers 
persecuted?  "  This     accusing     question 

could  be  asked  of  any  generation.  The 

Isaiahs,   the  Galileos,   the    Noahs,    and  the 


Columbuses,  the  Pasteurs,  the  Peters,  and 
the  Pauls  have  all  been  champions  of  "lost 
causes  "  in  their  own  day — but  they  have 
been  so  right  in  spite  of  the  unwillingness  of 
their  own  generations  to  believe  them,  and 
their  "  lost  causes  "  have  triumphed  to  the 
blessing  of  unborn  generations,  and  to  their 
own  everlasting  honour  and  reward. 

And  now,  with  the  approach  of  another 
Christmas,  we  look  out  upon  our  own  day, 
to  see  the  trampling  underfoot  of  every  right 
and  principle  that  decent  and  enlightened 
men  cherish  and  know  to  be  true  and  funda- 
mental. It  maj'j  however,  give  us  comfort 
— and  it  is  more  to  be  hoped  that  it  will  give 
us  courage  and  determination — to  know  that 
right  causes  have  seemed  futile  before.  The 
physically  strong  have  repeatedly  walked 
over  the  weak.  Democracy  has  seen  many 
precarious  days  and  has  been  brought  low 
before  now.  Ambitious  men  have  bullied 
and  deluded  people  many  times  over.  The 
counsel  of  inspired  leaders  has  been  dis- 
counted and  rejected  again  and  again  by 
nations  and  peoples  in  bygone  generations. 
Liberty  has  often  been  sold  for  a  price. 
Slavery  in  all  its  forms  and  degrees  is  not 
new.  "  Evil  and  design'ng  men  "   have 

heretofore  been  the  subject  of  special 
divine  notice.  Human  passions  have  burst 
their  bounds  ere  now.  But  despite  all  this, 
there  is  no  such  thing  as  a  lost  cause — if  it 
is  a  right  cause.  Reduced  to  simplest  terms, 
there  is  only  one  right  cause — truth  ;  and 
only  one  wrong  cause — error.  And  as  to 
the  final  outcome  of  the  contest  between 
them,  it  is  written  :  "  What  I  the  Lord  have 
spoken,  I  have  spoken,  and  I  excuse  not 
myself.  And  though  the  heavens  and  the 
earth  pass  away,  my  word  shall  not  pass 
away,  but  shall  all  be  fulfilled."  (Doctrine 
and  Covenants  i  :3s.) 

The  future  keeps  its  own  confidence,  but 
it  has  always  worked  itself  out,  and,  we 
have  promise,  will  do  so  again.  And  so 
we  may  move  on,  certain  that  the  hand  of 
God  overrules  all  things  for  good  in  its  own 
time  and  in  its  own  way.  Tragedy  enters 
the  scene  not  when  a  right  cause  seems  to 
be  lost,  but  only  when  intelligent  men  and 
women  forsake  a  cause  they  know  to  be 
right,  no  matter  how  lost  it  seems. 

— From  The  Impr6vement  Era. 
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WALK     HUMBLY 

BEFORE    CHRIST, 

THE      HOPE      OF 

THE     WORLD 


The  following  address  was  delivered  by  Elder 
Charles  A.  Callis  of  the  Council  of  Twelve, 
as  a  feature  of  the  Christmas  programme 
during  Sunday  afternoon  services  in  the 
Tabernacle,    December,    24,    1939 


'T""IS   Christmas   Eve.        We  are  standing 

■  on  the  threshold  of  the  holiest  day  of 
the  year.  Its  splendour,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 
spreads  from   pole   to  pole.  There  is   no 

night  in  the  streets  for  the  walls  of  the  cit  es 
are  garnished  by  inumerable  lights,  brilliant 
and  enchanting.  The  blessedness  of  giving, 
supplemented  by  reverential  worship,  fills 
the  heart  of  every  Christian.  In  every  clime 
where  Christmas  bells  ring  over  land  and 
sea,  hearts  will  be  warmed  and  mellowed  by 
the  sweet  story  concerning-  the  birth  of  the 
Babe  of  Bethlehem. 

When  Ephraim  spake  trembling, — that  is 
to  say — when  he  was  great  enough  to 
cherish  a  contrite  and  humble  spirit,  God's 
ancient  sacrifice,  "  he  exalted  himself  in 
Israel ;  but  when  he  offended  in  Baal  he 
died." 

He  rose  in  divine  esteem  proportionate!} 
as  he  sank  in  his  own.  A  man  is  as  great 
and  no  greater  than  he  appears  in  the  sight 
of  God. 

The  monuments  of  humility  built  by 
Moses,  the  man  of  meekness,  and  Job  the 
soul  of  submission,  who  walked  humbly  with 
God,  shine  throughout  the  ages  as  beacon 
lights  showing  struggling  humanity  the 
way. 

Nebuchadnezzar  builder  of  magnificent 
Babylon,  walked  in  the  pride  that  goeth  be- 
fore a  fall.       He  boasted  that  he  had  built 


the  famous  Golden  City  "  by  the  might  of 
my  power  and  for  the  honour  of  my 
majesty."  And  while  the  foolish  word  was 
in  his  mouth  the  kingdom  departed  from 
him.  The  proud  monarch  del  not  give  the 
glory   to   God.  Vanished   forever  is   the 

glory  of  Babylon.  Her  magnificence  and 
might  are  in  the  dust  of  oblivion. 

"  The  paths  of  glory  lead  but  to  the 
grave."  The  blossom  of  the  glory  of  wicked 
rulers  is  brief.  Isaiah  graphically  describes 
their  descent  into  hell.  They  will  be 
taunted  with  derisive  and  scornful  re- 
proaches from  their  own  kind  who  have  pre- 
'  Art  thou  also  become  weak 
shall  say.      "  Art  thou  be- 


Is  this  the  man  that 


ceded  them. 

as  we?  "  they 

come  like  unto 

made  the  earth  to  tremble?  that  did  shake 

kingdoms?  " 

"  Peace  hath  her  victories  no  less  re- 
nowned than  war."  Would  God  that  men 
would  cease  to  learn  war  and  instead  culti- 
vate the  arts  of  peace.  Then  in  place  of 
death  raining  from  the  skies  the  manna  of 
peace  would  fall  from  heaven  upon  a 
frightened  world,  that  is  gripped  with  fear, 
lest  this  hideous  war  will  come  to  a  head 
and  envelop  all  nations.  Grant  us  peace, 
O  Lord. 

"  What  doth  the  Lord  require  of  thee  but 
to  do  justice  and  to  love  mercy  and  to  walk 
humbly  with  thy  God."     Micah  6:8. 
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' '  For  unto  us  a  child  is  born ;  unto  us  a 
son  is  given ;  and  the  government  shall  be 
upon  His  shoulder;  and  His  name  shall  be 
called  Wonderful,  Counsellor,  The  Mighty 
God,  The  Everlast'ng  Father,  The  Prince  of 
Peace." 

This  illustrious  prophecy,  high  as  the 
heavens  in  elevation  and  beauty,  enraptures 
the  intellect  as  well  as  the  heart.  In  stately 
and  poetic  words  the  prophet  foretells  the 
incarnation  of  the  Christ,  God  manifested  in 
the  flesh.  Great  are  the  words  of  Isaiah, 
said  the  Saviour. 

In  the  presence  of  God,  the  Redeemer 
pleads  for  us.  He  is  the  Mediator  between 
God  and  man.  Jesus  is  mighty  to  save. 
The  fact  of  regenerated  souls,  through  the 
Holy  Spirit,  attests  His  power.  Re- 
generated, justified,  and  sanctified  men 
wrote  the  New  Testament. 

***** 
On  a  far  distant  Christmas  Eve  Jesus  said 
to  the  sorrowful  and  praying  Nephi :  "  On 
the  morrow  come  I  into  the  world,  to  show 
unto  the  world  that  I  will  fulfil  all  that  which 
I  have  caused  to  be  spoken  by  the  mouth  of 
My  holy  prophets."     3  Nephi   1:13. 

He  veiled  Himself  in  a  tabernacle  of  flesh 
and  grew  to  perfected  manhood.  The  Divine 
Man  stood  upon  this  earth  in  full  proportion 
and  perfection. 

"  I  am  the  Lord  thy  God;  I  am  more  in- 
telligent than  they  all."  In  the  Saviour, 
embodied  in  a  human  form,  were  the  attri- 
butes of  God,  the  Father.  There  was  in- 
extinguishable life  in  Him.  "  For  as  the 
Father  hath  life  in  Himself;  so  hath  He 
given  to  the  Son  to  have  life  in  Himself. 
His  resurrection  is  a  pledge  of  our  personal 
resurrection.  "  Because  I  live,"  He  said, 
"  ye  shall  live  also."  Verily,  He  is  the 
hope  of  the  world. 

In  retrospect  let  us  stand  at  the  very  head- 
water of  religion,  in  eternity,  before  ever  the 
earth  was.  "  When  the  morning  stars  sang 
together,  and  all  the  sons  of  God  shouted  for 
joy."  In  the  grand  council  in  heaven  God 
stands  in  the  midst  of  the  spirits  of  men  that 
He  has  created. 

We  see  our  Saviour  chosen  and  appointed, 
so  the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith  said.  The  plan 
of  salvation  is  presented  to  us  and  we  sanc- 
tion it  by  uplifted  hands  and  shouts 
of  Hosannah.  "  For  man  was  also  in  the 
beginning  with  God." 


Yes,  the  beginning  of  the  Saviour's 
mission  goes  deeper  than  books,  goes  even 
deeper  than  the  Bible  or  the  Book  of 
Mormon,  for  these  sacred  records  have 
grown  out  of  the  religion  of  the  Son  of  God. 
From  eternity  to  eternity  Emanuel  is  the 
hope  of  mankind. 

Then  too  Christ  is  the  hope  of  the  world 
in  the  sense  that  men  cannot  live  together 
peaceably  and  satisfactorily  unless  the} 
adopt  the  principles  He  taught.  We  have 
had  His  philosophy  of  life  for  nearly  two 
thousand  years  but  it  has  never  been  fully 
applied  to  mundane  affairs.  The  chaotic 
condition  of  the  world  to-day  is  but  evidence 
of  how  far  men  have  wandered  from  His 
teachings.  Thoughtful  men  are  now 
coming  to  realize  that  only  by  applying  the 
•  teachings  of  Jesus  to  the  practical  affairs  of 
life  can  the  many  problems  now  confronting 
us  be  solved.  In  this  very  real  sense,  Jesus 
is  the  hope  of  the  world. 

"  For  it  behoveth  the  great  Creator  that 
He  suffereth  Himself  to  become  subject  unto 
man  in  the  flesh,  and  to  die  for  all  men,  that 
all  men  might  become  subject  unto  Him." 
2  Nephi  9  =5. 

Here  is  love  unfeigned ;  beyond  degree. 
Like  its  Author  it  is  matchless.  What 
wonderful  condescension.  "  For  behold, 

this  is  My  work  and  My  glory,  to  bring  to 
pass  the  immortality  and  eternal  life  of 
man." 

Spiritual  ruin  came  by  the  fall  of  man. 
This  is  the  sad  story  told  in  the  Holy  Scrip- 
tures :  "  Because  that  Adam  fell  we  are ;  and 
by  his  fall  came  death ;  and  we  are  made 
partakers  of  misery  and  woe.  And  men 
have  become  carnal,  sensual  and  devilish, 
and  are  shut  out  from  the  presence  of  God." 

Man,  by  sin,  brought  himself  into  the 
captivity  of  sin.  His  nature,  by  reason  of 
the  fall,  became  evil  continually.  He  was 
shut  out  from  the  presence  of  the  Lord. 
What  a  terrible  sentence  !  Imagination  can- 
not conceive  a  more  dreadful  judgment.  It 
was  not  in  man's  power  to  escape  from  the 
misery  that  never   dies.  This   judgment 

mortal  man  could  not  reverse.  There  was 
no  appellate  court.  It  was  of  endless  dura- 
tion. Hope  seemed  to  have  bade  the  world 
farewell.        In  despair   man   stood  helpless. 

Against  this  dark  background,  God,  who 
is  love  and  with  whom  there  is  forgiveness, 
(Continued  on  page  178.) 
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SACRAMENT    CEM. 

'Tis  sweet  to  sing  the  matchless  love 

Of  Him  Who  left  His  home  above, 
And  came  to  earth — O  wondrous  plan — 

To  suffer,  bleed  and  die  for  man. 

GOSPEL    DOCTRINE. 

"  It  is  impossible  for  a  man  to  be  saved  in   ignorance." 

— Doctrine  and  Covenants,  Section  131,  Verse  6. 

GOSPEL    MESSAGE 

"  But  though  we,  or  an  angel  from  heaven,   preach  any  other  Gospel  unto  you  than   that 
which  we  have  preached  unto  you,  let  him  be  accursed." — Galatians,  Chapter  1,  Verse  8. 

SENIORS. 

" When  we  obtain  any  blessing  from  God,  it  is  by  obedience  to  that  law  upon 

which  it  is  predicated." — Doctrine  and  Covenants,   Section  130,  Verse  21. 

JUNIORS. 

"  I  am  the  light  of  the  world:  he  that  followeth  me  shall  not  walk  in  darkness,  but  shall 
have  the  light  of  life." — John,  Chapter  8,  Verse  12. 

INTERMEDIATE    CLASSES. 

"  We  believe  in  being  subject  to  kings,  presidents,   rulers,  and  magistrates,   in   obeying, 
honouring  and    sustaining   the  law." — Twelfth   Article  of  Faith. 

PRIMARY. 

Jesus  said  love  everyone, 

Treat  them  kindly  too, 

When  your  heart  is  filled  with  love, 

Everyone  loves  you. 

KINDERGARTEN. 

Better  than  all   the   Christmas  gifts 
Any  of  us  can  know 
Is  the  gift  of  the  Baby  Jesus 
Many,  many  years  ago. 
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BRANCH  TEACHERS'  MESSAGE 
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FOLLOWING   COUNSEL 

THE  Latter-day  Saints  are  a  greatly  blessed  people.  The  restoration  of  the  Gospel,  the 
organization  of  the  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  again  on  the  earth,  with  the  return  of  the 
Priesthood  and  the  designation  of  "  prophets,  seers,  and  revelators  "  have  brought  within 
our  reach  the  advice  and  counsel  of  the  chosen  servants  of  the  Lord  who  act  and  speak 
through  inspiration. 

The  history  of  the  Church,  from  the  beginning,  is  replete  with  evidence  of  the  fact  that 
Saints  who  seek  and  follow  the  counsel  of  those  in  authority  in  the  Church  are  blessed  and 
prosper. 

The  counsel  to  the  Saints  to-day  is  to  get  out  of  debt;  to  stay  out  of  debt;  to  set  their 
houses  in  order;  to  improve  and  beautify  their  homes  as  their  means  will  permit;  to  provide 
food  and  clothing  ahead  for  emergencies ;  to  keep  the  commandments  of  God  and  then  place 
themselves  in  a  position  to  claim  and  leceivc  the  blessings  which  are  promised  to  the 
faithful. 

These  are  times  that  try  the  souls  of  men.  Strong  hearts  quake  with  fear.  The  world 
cries,  "  Peace,  peace,  but  there  is  no  peace."  Present  conditions  are  but  the  fulfilment  of 
prophecy.       Latter-day  Saints  have  been  taught  to  expect  them  and  to  prepare  for  them. 

The  most  practical  and  most  effective  preparation  is  to  follow  the  counsel  of  Church  leaders. 
Never  at  any  time  in  the  h:story  of  the  Church  have  the  people  been  misled  by  their  leaders. 
Those  who  have  followed  counsel  have  been  rewarded  and  blessed.  Those  who  have  not, 
have  paid  the  penalty  of  their  folly. 

These  are  times  when  we  all  need  the  best  counsel  we  can  get.  To  Latter-day  Saints, 
undoubtedly,  the  best  counsel  from  any  source  is  the  counsel  of  God's  chosen  servants. 
Every  Latter-day  Saint  should  gladly  seek  and  follow  it. 


Far,  Far  Away  on  Judea's 
Plains 

By  JOHN  MENZIES  MACFARLANE. 

FAR.  far  away  on  Judea's  plains, 
Shepherds    of    old    heard    the    joyous 
strains : 

Chorus 

Glory  to  God  ,  Glory  to  God, 
Glory  to  God  in  the  highest; 
Peace  on  earth,  goodwill  to  men. 
Peace  on  earth,  goodwill  to  men! 

Sweet  are  these  strains  of  redeeming  love, 
Message  of  mercy  from  heav'n  above : 

Chorus 

Lord,  with  the  angels  we  too  would  rejoice, 

Help  us  to  sing  with  the  heart  and  voice  : 

Chorus 

Hasten  the  time  when,  from  ev'ry  clime, 
Men  shall  unite  in  the  strains  sublime : 
Chorus 


Silent  Night,  Holy  Night  ! 

By  JOSEPH  MOHR. 
r   TLENT  Night,  Holy  Night! 
•^  All  is  calm,  all  is  bright, 

Round  yon  Virgin  Mother  and  Child  I 
Holy  Infant  so  tender  and  mild. 
Sleep  in  heavenly  peace! 

Silent  Night,  Holy  Night! 
Shepherds  quake  at  the  sight. 
Glories  stream  from  heaven  afar, 
Heavenly  hosts  sing  Allelulia : 
Christ,  the  Saviour  is  born! 

Silent  Night,  Holy  Night! 
Son  of  God,  Love  s  pure  light 
Radiant  beams  from  Thy  holy  face, 
With  the  dawn  of  redeeming  grace, 
Jesus,  Lord  at  Thy  birth! 
Silent  Night,  Holy  Night! 
Guildmg  star,   lend  thy  light. 
See  the  eastern  Wise  Men  bring 
Gifts  and  homage  to  our  King 
Jesus,  the  Saviour  is  Born. 


178 


t'UMORAH'S  SOUTHERN  MESSENGER. 


December,  19-11. 


Walk   Humbly  Before  Christ,  The  Hope  of  The 
World. — Continued  from  page  175. 

caused  to  shine  brightly,  the  three  graces, 
Faith,  Hope  and  Love.  He  told  Adam  that 
Jesus  Christ,  the  (righteous  Judge,  would 
come  in  the  Meridian  of  Time  and  atone  for 
original  guilt. 

Down  through  the  ages  this  living  faith 
and  hope  sustained  those  who  believed  in  the 
heavenly  promises.  The  Messiah  became 
the  consolation  of  Israel.  "  God  had  turned 
away  His  judgments  because  of  His  Son." 

The  spirit  of  the  Saviour's  sacrifice  per- 
meates the  best  literature.  In  the  book, 
"  A  Tale  of  Two  Cities,"  one  of  the  charac- 
ters is  depicted  as  lay;ng  down  his  life  for 
his  friend.  As  Sydney  Carton  was  being- 
taken  to  the  guillotine,  he  said,  "  It  is  a  far, 
far  better  thing  that  I  do  than  I  have  ever 
done." 

Against  the  swarthy  clouds  of  selfishness 
and  greed  is  displayed  the  beautiful  self- 
forgetting  life  of  the  Master.  Would  you 
work  and  write  upon  marble  rather  than  in 
quicksand?  Then  do  not  toil  selfishly  for 
self  only,  for  in  such  work  there  is  no  life. 
Jesus  never  performed  any  miracle  for 
Himself. 

On  the  borderline  between  Chile  and 
Argentine,  there  stands  a  gigantic  statue  of 
the  Christ,  fifty  feet  high.  It  was  cast  from 
bullets  and  cannons  assembled  for  war  be- 
tween the  two  countries.  At  the  dedica- 
tion of  the  statue  these  memorable  words 
were  spoken  : 

"  Sooner  shall  these  mountains  crumble 
into  dust  than  the  people  of  Argentina  and 
Chile  break  the  peace  which  they  have 
sworn  to  maintain  at  the  feet  of  Christ  the 
Redeemer." 

Peace  is  a  fruit  of  righteousness.  Long 
ago,  John  Hay,  Secretary  of  State,  invoked 
the  Golden  Rule  as  a  guide  for  national  con- 
duct toward  other  nations. 

"  The  sum  of  the  whole  matter,"  says 
President  Woodrow  Wilson,  "  is  this,  that 
our  civilization  cannot  survive  materially 
unless  it  be  saved  only  by  becoming  per- 
meated with  the  Spirit  of  Christ  and  being- 
made  free  and  happy  by  the  practice  which 
springs  out  of  that  spirit.  Only  thus  can 
discontent  be  driven  out  and  all  the  shadows 
lifted  from  the  road  ahead." 

The  earth  is  moving  forward  to  a  glorious 
ideal.  The   good  that    is    imprisoned  is 


working  towards  deliverance  and  triumph. 

The  wistful  gaze  of  the  prophets  from  the 
time  of  Adam  until  the  present  has  been 
fixed  on  the  glorious  second  coming  of 
Jesus  Christ.  The  story  of  His  incomparable 
life  is  told  in  the  Gospels.  The  pages  of 
the  B'ble  and  the  Book  of  Mormon  are 
sacred  because  they  testify  of  Him. 

For  I  will  reveal  Myself  from  heaven  with 
power  and   great  glory,  with   all   the  hosts 
thereof,    and    dwell    in    righteousness    with 
men  on   earth    a   thousand  years,    and    the 
wicked  shall  not  stand.     (D.  and  C.  29:11.) 
"  He'll  rule  the  world  in  truth  and  grace 
And  make  the  nations  prove 
The  glory  of  His  righteousness, 
And  wonders  of  His  love." 

The  Millennium  is  a  period  of  one  thou- 
sand years.  The  kingdom  of  God  upon  the 
earth  will  predominate  over  all  earthly 
powers.  We  understand  this  literally. 
For  Christ  shall  reign  as  King  of  kings  and 
Lord  of  lords  from  the  rivers  to  the  end  of 
the  earth. 

We  believe  that  Christ  will  reign  per-r 
sonally  upon  the  earth  ;  and  that  the  earth 
will  be  renewed  and  receive  its  paradisiacal 
glory. 

"  The  Church  of  Jesus  Christ  of  Latter- 
day  Saints  is  brought  forth  and  established 
by  the  power  of  God  and  dedicated  to  the 
mission  of  preparing  the  way  for  the 
glorious  coming  of  the  Son  of  God  to  reign 
in  the  earth  in  truth  and  righteousness  and 
peace." 

(Continued  on  page  184.) 


When  Christ  was  Born 
in   Bethlehem 

By  HENRY  WADSWORTH 
LONGFELLOW. 

WHEN  Christ  was  born  in  Bethlehem, 
'Twas  night,  but  seemed  the  noon 
of  day; 
The     stars,     whose    light    was    pure     and 

bright. 
Shone  with  unwav'ring  ray, 
But  one.  one  glorious  star. 

Girded  the  Eastern  Magi  from  afar. 

As     shepherds    watched    their    flocks    by 

night. 
An  angel,    brighter  than  the    sun, 
Appeared  in  air,  And  gently  said, 
"Fear  not,  be  not  afraid, 
For  lo !  beneath  your  eyes, 
Earth  has  become  a  smiling  paradise." 
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THE     STORY 

OF 
OUR    HYMNS 

By  GEORGE  D.  PYPER 

General    Superintendent   of  the  Deseret  Sunday  School   Union 

FOUR    CHRISTMAS    CAROLS 


T  was  Christmas  Eve.  Outside,  the 
bright  moon  shone  on  the  crisp,  spark- 
ling snow.  Inside,  the  members  of  the 
Perkins  family  were  circled  before  the 
blazing  logs  thrown  across  the  andirons  in 
the  great  fireplace.  Stockings  were  hang- 
ing across  the  chairs  and  from  every  avail- 
able projection,  showing  that  in  this  family 
at  least  the  Santa  Claus  debunkers  had 
made  no  deep  impression. 

Grandfather  Perkins  had  just  finished 
telling  the  story  of  the  first  Christmas  in 
the  valley.  In  the  quiet  moment  that 
followed,  there  came  on  "  the  midnight 
clear  "  the  faint  sounds  of  "  When  Christ 
was  Born  in  Bethlehem."* 

"  What's  that?  "  asked  young  Jim. 

"That  must  be  our  choir  singing  Christ- 
mas carols.  The  Bishop  said  they  would 
be  out  to-night,"  said  Mrs.  Perkins.  '  I 
do  hope  they'll  come  to  our  home." 

Nearer  and  nearer  came  the  carolers  ; 
sweeter  and  sweeter  the  strains  of  "  Far, 
Far  Away  on  Judea's  Plain,"!  echoed 
through  the  night. 

"  Now  they're  singing  our  Sunday  School 
song,"  said  Jim,  humm'ng  the  tune  which 
ended  gloriously  with  the  inspiring  refrain — 

"  Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 

Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men." 

The  carolers  gathered  upon  the  wide 
Perkins'  verandah  and  after  a  hush  came 
the  inspiring  tones  of  "  Hark!  the  Herald 
Angels  Sing,"  and  the  soft  and  beautiful 
"  Silent  Night,   Holy  Night.", 

Tears  were  in  the  eyes  of  Richard  Perkins 
as  he  turned  on  the  porch  light  and  invited 
the  carolers  into  the  house,  where  they 
warmed  themselves  before  the  glowing 
hearth  fire  and  again  sang  the  carols. 

*  Printed  in  Deseret  Sunday  School  Song*. 
No.  121. 

t  Ibid,  No.  81. 


Won't  you  tell  us  the  stories  of  these 
songs?  "   inquired  Mr.   Perkins. 

We  mustn't  tarry  long,"  answered 
chorister  Henry  Manners,  "  but  as  it  is  yet 
early  we  will  make  time  to  mention  them 
briefly." 

'  When  Christ  was  Born  in  Bethlehem  ' 
was  written  by  our  American  poet  Henry 
Wadsworth  Longfellow,"  he  said.  "  The 
beautiful  setting  used  by  our  carolers  to- 
night is  by  the  late  Ebenezer  Beesley,  one 
of  our  best-known  Mormon  composers. 
The  composition  was  the  prize  winner  in  a 
Deseret  News  competition  conducted  thirty- 
six  years  ago. 

The  words  and  tune  of  '  Far,  Far  Away 
on  Judea's  Plain',"  continued  Mr.  Manners, 
"were  the  work  of  John  Menzies  Macfarlane, 
son  of  John  and  Annabella  Sinclair 
Macfarlane,  born  October  n,  1833,  at 
Sterling,  near  the  city  of  Glasgow,  Scot- 
land. His  father  was  a  duke's  coachman 
and  when  the  Queen  of  England  visited 
Scotland,  he  was  assigned  as  her  coachman. 
The  father  died  when  John  was  quite 
young.  John  came   to  America  with  the 

family  and  settled  in  Cedar  City,  Utah,  in 
1 85 1  or  1852,  where  he  married  Ann 
Chatterley.  He   organized    a   choir    ami 

when  St.  George  was  settled  he  took  his 
choir  there  and  gave  a  concert  to  cheer  up 
the  people.  After  the  concert  Erastus 
Snow  said  to  him  :  '  We  need  a  cho'r  in  St. 
George.  You  go  home,  sell  out,  and  come 
down  here  to  live.'  This  he  did.  In  the 
meantime  he  helped  settle  Toquerville  and 
built  the  first  house  there. 

"  When  the  late  Bishop  Scanlan,  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  visited  Silver  Reef,  a 
flourishing  mining  camp  in  those  days,  he 
expressed  a  desire  to  hold  mass  in  St. 
George.  The  Latter-day  Saint  authorities, 
with  a  liberality  for  which  they  are  noted, 
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Hark!  The  Herald  Angels  Sing 

By    CHARLES    WESLEY. 

II  ARK!   the  herald  angels   sing, 

"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King! 
Peace  on  earth  and  mercy  mild, 
God  and  sinners  reeonciled." 
Joyful,    all   ye  nations,   rise, 
-loin  the  triumph  of  the  skies; 
With  th'  angelic  host  proclaim 
"  Chrst  is  born  in  Bethlehem." 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King!  " 

Christ,  by  highest  heav'n  adored; 
Christ,  the  everlasting  Lord; 
Late  in  time  behold   Him  come, 
Off-spring  of  the  favoured  one. 
Veiled   in  flesh,   the  God-head   see; 
Hail  th'   incarnate   Deity 
Pleased,  as   man   with  men  to  dwell, 
Jesus,  our  Immanuel  ! 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King!  " 

Hail!  the  heav'n-born  Prince  of  Peace! 
Hail !  the  Son  of  Righteousness ! 
Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, 
Ris'n  with  healing  in  His  wings. 
Mild  He   lays  His    glory   by, 
Born  that  man  no  more  may  die  ; 
Born  to  raise  the  sons  of  earth, 
Born  to  give  them  second  birth. 

Hark!  the  herald  angels  sing, 
"  Glory  to  the  new-born  King!  " 


consented  and  Brother  Macfarlane  trained 
his  choir  for  six  weeks  learning  the  Latin 
mass.  It  was  given    in   the    St.    George 

Tabernacle.  About  this  time  he  thought 
there  was  need  of  more  Christmas  carols  so 
he  wrote  '  Far,  Far  Away  on  Judea's  Plain,' 
the  popularity  of  which  has  reached  far 
beyond  our  own  Church  bounds. 

"  Brother  Macfarlane  was  a  valuable 
citizen  in  a  pioneer  community.  Besides 
be'ng  a  district  judge,  a  surveyor,  a  builder, 
he  was  able  to  play  on  almost  any  musical 
instrument.        He  died  in  1892." 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  this  story,  for  I  have 
often  wondered  who  was  the  composer  of 
that  beautiful  carol,"  said  Brother  Perkins. 

"  And  now,"  said  the  conductor,  "  I'm 
going  to  ask  Jennie  Burt,  our  organist  to 
tell  the  story  of  '  Hark  !  the  Herald  Angels 
Sing,'  as  she  gave  it  in  Mutual  the  other 
night." 

"  I'll  try,  Brother  Manners,"  said  Jennie, 
and  in  a  sweet  and  modes,  voice  she  told 
the  story  : 

"  This  song  is  credited  by  some  hymnolo- 
gists  with  being  one  of  the  four  best  hymns 


in   English   hymnology.       It  was  written  by 
Charles  Wesley  who  was  born  at   Epworih, 
Lincolnshire,    England,   December   18,    1708. 
Charles     was      the     youngest      of     eighteen 
children,  a  son  of  Reverend  Samuel  Wesley, 
an   English  clergyman.        H's   mother,   who 
is  credited  with  being  the  most  gifted  of  his 
parents,    was    Susannah    Annesley,    daugh- 
ter    of     Reverend      Samuel      Annesley,      a 
non- Conformist  minister  of  London.  Charles 
is  described  by  one  writer  as  '  the  greatest 
hymnist  of  all  ages.'        He   is  said  to  have 
written   s:xty-five   hundred    hymns.         Four 
thousand  of  them  were  published  before  he 
died   and    twenty- five   hundred    manuscripts 
signed  by  Charles,  John  and  Samuel  Wesley, 
were  found  among  his  belongings.     Though 
in     straitened     financial     circumstances     his 
parents    managed   to   send    him    to    Oxford. 
At    the    age    of    twenty -seven    he    came    to 
America  with  his  brother  John  and  lived  in 
Georgia,  but  on  account  of  ill-health  he  was 
obliged  to  return  to  England  within  a  year. 
Soon    after    their    return    to    England    the 
brother  came  in  contact  with  a  Moravian  to 
whom  John  gave  lessons  in  English.       As  a 
result  of  this  contact  the  brothers  received 
a  tremendous  spiritual  awakening.         They 
went    through    some    unusual    experiences, 
which    I    haven't    time   to    relate    now,    and 
laid  the  foundation  for  Methodism.         John 
preached   and   Charles    sang    and   for   forty 
years  they  stirred  up  old  England.    Charles 
composed  many   of  his    hymns   as  he   rode 
along  on  a  little   pony.  The    inspiration 

would  come  to  his  mind  and  at  the  first 
resting  place  he  would  call  for  pen  and 
paper  in  order  to  perpetuate  his  thought. 
One  time  the  horse  stumbled  and  fell  and 
Charles  spramed  his  hand,  and  the  inspira- 
tion for  that  day,  he  said,  was  lost.  He 
died  March  27,    1788. 

'  Hark!  the  Herald  Angles  Sing,'  was 
written  in  1737.  The  first  two  lines 
originally  were  as  follows  : 

'  Hark  how  all  the  welkin  rings, 
Glory  to  the  King  of  kings.' 

Thirty  years  later  the  Reverend  Martin 
Madan  changed  the  lines  to  their  present 
form.  Changes  by  the  same  hand  mod:fied 
the  three  other  stanzas  and  added  a  fifth. 

"  The  tune  is  from  Felix  Mendelssohn — 
Bartholdy's  '  Gott  1st  Licht.'  " 

"  That's     very     interesting,"     said     Mr. 
(Continued  on  page  182.) 
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Notes  about  our  soldier  boys  :  Sergt.  John 
Sharland  and  Corporal  Jack  Seager  spent 
their  leave  with  their  folks  at  the  Cape, 
Lieut.  Daniel  A.  Cherrett  has  been  trans- 
ferred to  the  Cape.  "  Tex  "  Smith  is  now- 
stationed  in  Port  Elizabeth.  '  Corporal 
D.  A.  Camm  has  had  another  stripe  added 
on  to  his  sleeve,  is  now  a  sergeant  in  the 
R.A.F.  "  Bertie  "  Phillips  has  been  trans- 
ferred to  Port  Elizabeth.  Sergt.  "  Dick  " 
Jakins  is  stationed  just  out  of  Springs. 

We  were  delighted  to  hear  from  Pte. 
F.  G.  Ninow,  Jnr.,  of  Cape  Town,  from 
somewhere  "  up  North  "  and  to  learn  that 
he  is  well  and  a  bit  anxious  to  return  to  his 
friends. 

Port  Elizabeth's  Primary  held  their 
closing  social  during  the  latter  part  of 
October. 

"  Vince  "  Doller  visited  Cape  Town  for 
a  few  days,  the  first  part  of  December. 

Branch  President  and  Sister  Moore,  of 
Durban,  spent  a  quiet  vacation  at  Pieter- 
maritzburg.  Sister  Moore  is  recuperating 
after  a  painful  injury  caused  by  a  fall. 

We  are  pleased  to  learn  that  the  Van  Eck 
family,  of  Durban,  are  getting  over  a  bad 
attack  of  "  Job's  Comforters." 

Sisters  Mary  Vice  and  daughter  Daphne 
are  visiting  in  Springs  and  Johannesburg. 
They  report  that  it  has  been  very  dry  at 
Margate. 

Sister  A.  K.  van  Ryneveld  is  now  living 
with  her  daughter,  Mrs.  Thomas,  at 
Isipingo. 

Sister  Hazel  Seaward  was  married  to  Mr. 
Ludwig  O.  Brauteseth  on  the  ist  of  Novem- 
ber.      We  wish  them  every  happiness. 

On  the  23rd  of  October,  Brother  and 
Sister    Thomas    Hancock,    of    Van     Dyke, 


celebrated  daughter  Winsome's  birthday 
with  a  big,  grand  party.  The  highlight  of 
the  evening  was  the  announcement  of 
Winsome's  engagement  to  Brother  Melver- 
ton  Jakins,  of  Springs.  Everyone  had  a 
good  time. 

Brother  and  Sister  Reaford  Futter  went 
to  Pretoria  for  their  holiday. 

Sister  and  Mr.  L.  E.  Armstrong  and 
family  vacationed  at  East  London. 

Sister  Murel  Dean,  of  East  London, 
visited  Springs  during  her  holidays. 

Sister  Eileen  Phillips  is  visiting  with  her 
husband  "  Bertie  "  at  Port  Elizabeth. 

Sergt.  and  Sister  "  Dick  "  Jakins  spent 
their  holiday  visiting  with  Sister  Mary  Vice 
in  Margate. 

Brother  and  Sister  Nelson  van  Niekerk 
visited  Bloemfontein  during  November. 

We  regret  to  learn  that  Brother  "  Ted  " 
Futter  is  ill  and  that  Brother  Tommy 
Jubber  is  at  the  hospital  at  Pretoria.  We 
pray  that  both  may  soon  recover. 

Transvaal  District  President  Goulden 
Evans  and  his  good  wife  have  been  very 
busy  during  the  first  few  weeks  of  their 
administration.  Aside  from  his  usual 
busmess  trips  out  of  the  city,  they  have 
visited  Springs,  Pretoria  and  Liahona 
Branches ;  they  have  also  visited  Brother 
"  Ted  "  Lester  and  Sister  Lillian  Brebner 
at  the  Springkell  Sanitorium. 

Brother  Alwin  Hubert,  of  Pretora,  has 
been  transferred  to  Cape  Town.  Mrs. 
Hubert  and  their  two  children  accompanied 
Sister  Olga  Hubert  to  the  Cape  to  join  him. 

Sister  Olga  Hubert  made  a  business  trip 
to  the  Cape  in  November. 

Sister  Beatrice  Julian,  formally  of  Cape 
Town,  now  of  Johannesburg,   took  advan- 
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lage  of  an  opportunity  and  came  to  the  Cape 
to  visit  with  her  folks. 

Sister  Edith  Wiid,  of  Cape  Town,  visited 
Johannesburg-  and  Durban  for  her  holidays 
(.luring  November. 

The  Mowbray  Sunday  School  Officers  and 
Teachers  held  their  Games  Night  for  the 
benefit  of  the  Children's  Christmas  Tree  on 
the  14th  of  November. 

The  Relief  Society  Sisters  of  the  Mowbray 
Branch  celebrated  their  success  at  a  social 
on  the  20th  of  November. 

"  Little  Red  Riding  Hood  "  made  her 
personal  appearance  at  the  Mowbray  Pri- 
mary Night  on  the  26th  of  November. 

President  and  Sister  Folland  held  a 
cottage  meeting  with  the  members  and 
friends  at  Robertson  on  the  evening  of  the 
18th  of  November,  and  visited  with  the 
Herbst  family  at  Paarl  on  the   19th. 

We  regret  that  Sister  Margaret  Herboldt 
found  it  necessary  to  return  to  the  hospital. 
We  pray  for  her  early  recovery. 

We  have  learned  through  the  American 
mail  that  two  more  of  our  former  mission- 
aries have  joined  the  married  ranks  :  Elders 
Norman  S.  Howells  and  Quinten  E. 
Crockett.  We  all  wish  them  a  long  and 
happy   life. 

Brother-  and  Sister  C.  A.  Smith,  of 
Briardene,  Natal,  welcomed  a  lovely  little 
daughter  to  their  home  on  the  1st  of 
November.  Mother  and  daughter  are  doing 
very  well ;  we  understand  that  father  is  also 
holding  up  well. 


The  Story  of  Our  Hymns. — Continued  from  page 

180. 
Perkins.       "  Have  you  time  to  tell  us  about 
'  Silent  Night!  Holy  Night?  '  " 

"  Inspiration  to  pen  the  words  of  that 
soulful  carol,"  said  the  chorister,  "  came 
to  Joseph  Mohr,  an  assistant  pastor  at 
Oberdorf,  near  Arnsdorf,  Germany,  on 
Christmas  eve,   1818.  The  young  priest 

was  attending  a  celebration  in  the  school- 
house  at  Arnsdorf  with  his  dear  friend, 
Franz  Gruber,  a  village  schoolmaster,  song- 
writer and  church  organist.  These  two 
friends  talked  earnestly  and  regretfully  over 
the  fact  that  there  was  no  really  great 
Christmas  song.  Pondering  the  thought, 
young  Mohr  that  same  evening  in  his  church 
study  saw  the  picture—"  and  there  were 
shepherds   in  the   same  country,    abiding  in 


the  fields,  and  keeping  watch  over  their 
flocks  by  night,"  (Luke  2:8) — a  flash  and 
the  inspiration  came  and  so  on  the  peaks  of 
the  Tyrolian  Alps  were  framed  the  words  of 
the  carol  that  was  to  be  heard  around  the 
'  world. 

'  Next  morning,  Christmas  (some  writers 
say  it  was  the  same  night),  Mohr  went  to 
the  home  of  Franz  Gruber  and  presented 
him  with  a  folded  copy  of  his  carol.  Franz 
opened  it,  read  it  and  exultingly  exclaimed, 
'  You  have  found  it ! — the  right  song  ! — God 
be  praised  !  '  He  then  repaired  to  his  own 
room  and,  inspired  by  the  words,  composed 
the  tune  as  we  now  have  it.  Franz  hurried 
back  to  his  friend  saying  :  '  Your  song — it 
sings  itself :  the  tune  came  to  me  at  once 
and  while  you  were  gone  I  played  to  the 
Strasser  sisters  and  we  have  together  com- 
posed it.' 

"  Mohr  and  Gruber  then  sang  :t  as  a  duet, 
the  author  singing  the  melody,  the  composer 
the  bass.  The  Strasser  sisters,  under  the 
name  of  the  '  Strasser  Quartette  '  learned  it 
and  later  it  was  sung  at  the  great  cathe- 
dral of  Leipzig.  The  song  was  first  called 
'  The  Tyrolian  Song  '  because  of  its  place 
of  birth.  It   was    not    printed,   however, 

until  1840.  In  1854,  thirty-six  years  after 
it  was  written,  the  Berlin  Church  Choir  sang 
it  before  Emperor  Frederick  Wilhelm  IV. 
The  Emperor  was  so  delighted  with  the 
beautiful  song  that  he  ordered  it  given  first 
place  in  all  Christmas  programmes. 

"  Music  histories  contain  very  little,  if 
anything,  concerning  the  lives  of  Joseph 
Mohr  and  Franz  Gruber.  Only  the  years 
of  birth  and  death  are  recorded.  Mohr, 
1792-1848;  Gruber  1787-1863." 

"  And  now,"  said  Director  Manners, 
"  we  must  be  on  our  way." 

"  Good  night,  and  a  Merry  Christmas  to 
you  all,"  said  Mr.  Perkins. 

As  the  footsteps  of  the  carolers  d'ed  away 
the  Perkins  family  knelt  in  a  fervent  prayer 
of  thanksgiving  and  soon  all  were  asleep  in 
their  beds,  dreaming  of  the  joyful,  happy 
Christmas  to  follow. 

On  the  backs  of  the  firedogs  the  dying 
embers  of  the  Yulelog  flickered  ;  silence  was 
broken  only  by  the  far  distant  echoes  of — 

"  Silent  N;ght!  Holy  Night, 


Jesus,  the  Saviour  is  born!  " 

— From  The  Improvement  Era. 
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What  a  Gift. 

Billy,  who  had  been  having  trouble  with  his 
elder  cousin  Ralph,  came  into  the  house  angrily. 
His  mother,  knowing  nothing  of  the  trouble, 
looked  up  at  him  and  said : 

"  Billy,  what  would  you  like  to  give  your 
cousin  Ralph  for  Christmas  p  " 

"  I  know  what  I'd  like  to  give  him,"  said 
Billy  savagely,   "  but  I  ain't  big  enough." 

□  a 

Shrewd  Jimmy. 

Jim:    "  Granny,   do  your  specs  magnify?  " 
Granny:  "  Oh,  yes,  they  magnify  a  little." 
Jim:  "  Ah,  well,  would  you  mind  taking  them 
off  when  you  cut  my  next  piece  of  cake  ?  ' ' 
b    a 

They  Really  Do. 

"  I  turned  the  way  I  signalled,"  indignantly 
said  the  lady,   after  the  crash. 

"  I  know  it,"  sadly  said  the  man.  "  That's 
what  fooled  me." 

□  Q 

Too  True. 

"  What  are  you  children  playing?  "  asked 
mother  one  day. 

"  We're  playing  church,"  replied  Jackie. 

"  How  nice!  "  said  mother,  "  but  worshippers 
shouldn't  whisper  in   church." 

"  We  know  that,  mother,"  said  Jackie,  "  but 
we're  the  choir." 

□  □ 

Upside  Down. 

Mrs.  Newly  wed  entered  a  store  and  asked  for 
some  floor  wax. 

Salesman:  "Sorry,  ma'am.  We  only  have 
sealing  wax." 

Mrs.  Newlywed  :  "  Don't  be  silly  !  Who  ever 
heard  of  waxing  the  ceiling    ' 

□  □ 

Dude,  Dude. 

In  the  prosperous  1920's  a  Britisher  arrived  at 
a  western  ranch  and  decided  to  try  horseback 
riding  over  the  mesa. 

"  Which  do  you  want,  an  English  saddle  or  a 
Western?  "   asked  the  cowboy 

"  And  what  is  the  difference?  "  replied  the 
Britisher. 

"  The    Western    saddle   has   a    horn. 

"  1  think  I  won't  need  the  horn,"  said  the 
visitor.       "  I  don't  plan  to  ride  in  heavy  traffic." 


Blood  Will  Tell. 

First  Girl:  "  Oh,  Jack  is  so  romantic!  Poetic, 
too.  When  he  speaks  to  me,  he  always  calls 
me    '  Fair  Lady  '." 

Second  Girl:  "Simply  force  of  habit,  dear, 
Jack's  a  tram  conductor. 


Double  Feature. 

Yes,  sir,  the  best  way  to  get  the  most  out 
of  life  is  to  fall  in  love  with  a  great  problem 
or  a  beautiful  woman. 

Why  not  choose  the  last  one  and  get  both? 

□  □ 

Couldn't   Understand. 

Mother:  "No,  Jimmie,  for  the  third  time  1 
tell  you  that  you  cannot  have  any  more  dessert." 

Jimmie:  "All  right,  but  I  don't  see  where 
dad  gets  the  idea  that  you're  always  changing 
vour   mind." 

B      B 

Twenty-five  Years  of  Trying. 

Hubby  (at  silver  wedding):  "Well,  dear,  the 
years  have  flitted  by,  and  I  haven't  deceived 
you  yet,  have  I?  " 

AVife  :  "  No,  John,  but  goodness  knows  you've 
tried  hard  enough." 

j    a 

The  Quick  and  the  Dead. 

Traffic  Officer:  "What's  the  matter  with 
you?  " 

"  I'm  well,  thanks,  but  my  engine's  dead." 

□  Q 
Strictly   Private. 

A  prospective  lodger  asked  the  coloured  boy 
of  a  boarding  house:  "Can  I  have  a  private 
bath?  " 

"  Yes,  boss,"  the  coloured  boy  replied. 
"  AWs  only  got  one  bath  tub.  but  eb'ybody 
takes  dey  bath  private  in  dis  house,  boss!  " 

□  □ 

Freely  She  Cave. 

Sister  Golda  Evans  went  into  her  kitchen  to 
find  her  maid   sitting  on  the  kitchen  boy's  lap. 

"  Is  this  what  I  pay  you  for?  "   she  stormed. 

"  No,  missus,"  replied  the  maid.  "  I  do  this 
for   nothing." 
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Walk   Humbly  Before  Christ,  The  Hope  of  The  the    Prince    of   Peace  and   the  hope   of  the 

World—Continued  from  page  178.  world         Let  us  walk  humbly  with  Him 

1  reverently  testify  that  I  know  that  Jesus  It  is  an  eternal  truth  that  the  Father  and 

Christ    is    the   Son   of   God.           He    is   the  the   Son   appeared    in    a  _  heavenly   vision    to 

Redeemer  of  the  world,  the  conqueror  of  sin  the  Prophet  Joseph  Smith, 

and  death.       I  bear  witness  that  He  is  the  "  Glory   to  God   in  the  Highest,  and  on 

Christ,  the  Lord  of  Resurrection  and  of  Life,  earth  peace,  good  will  toward  men."    Amen. 


MISSION    PERSONNEL    AND    ADDRESSES 

Mission  President — 

Richard  E.  Folland,    "  Cumorah,"   Main  Road,  Mowbray,  C.P.     Phone  6 — 3334. 
Relief  Society  Supervisor  and   Women's  Auxiliary  Advisor — 

Josephine  H.   Eolland,   "  Cumorah,"  Main  Road,  Mowbray,  C.P. 
Primary  Supervisor — 

Johanna  Fourie,   "  Blair  Athol,"  Clifton  Road,   Mowbray,  C.P.     Phone  6 — 3074. 
Genealogical  Supervisor — 

Madge  Halse,  "  Marcourt,"   Main  Road,  Eerste  River,  C.P. 
Y. W.M.I. A.  Supervisor — 

Golda  Evans,  14,  Juno  Street,  Kensington,  Johannesburg,   Tvl.        Phone   24 — 3094. 
V. M.M.I. A.  Supervisor — 

George    C.    Ganter,    187,    Kitchener   Avenue,  Kensington,  Johannesburg,   Tvl.         Phone 
251648. 

CAPE   DISTRICT: 

Mowbray  Branch:    "Cumorah,"   Main  Ro;.d     Thomas  Wilson,  President,  "St.  George's 

Villa,"  Forrest  Road,  Rondeboscb.     Phone  6 — 4459. 
SERVICES:  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.00  p.m.     Sunday  School,  10.30  a.m.,  "  Deseret," 

Rhodes  Avenue,  Woodstock. 
Northern    Suburbs    Branch:   Leslie   Halse,  Acting  President,    "Marcourt,"   Main  Road, 

Eerste  River. 
SERVICES:   Sunday  School,  10.0  a.m.,    "Marcourt,"    Eerste  River. 

Sunday  School,   10.0  a.m.,   and  7.0  p.m.,   19,  Saldanha  Road,  Epping  Garden 

Village. 

TRANSVAAL    DISTRICT: 

J.    Goulden   Evans,   President,    14,   Juno   Street,    Kensington,   Johannesburg.  Phone 

24—3094. 

Raman   Branch:  395,  Commissioner  Street.  Johannesburg.    J.  Goulden  Evans,  President. 
Phone  24—3094. 

SERVICES:   Sunday,   10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m. 

Liahona   Branch:   Ariel  T.   Smith,    President,  61,   Victoria   St.,   Rosettenville,  Johannes- 
burg.      Phone  32—4461. 

SERVICES:    Sunday,    10.30  a.m.,    Kenilwcrth  Hall,   Eraser  Street,   and  7.30   p.m.,    20. 
Petunia  Street,  Rosettenville. 

Springs   Branch:   Tuffnell  Studios,    2nd  Avenue,   Springs.       I.  C.  Loinv,  President, 
96,  Sixth  Avenue,  Geduld,  Springs.       Phone   50 — 3063. 

SERVICES:   Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m. 

North- Western   Branch:   William   H.  Brumiser,  President,  37,  Alberts  Road,  Newlands, 
Johannesburg.     Phone  35 — 9464. 

Pretoria  Branch:  Poynton's  Building,-  173b,  Church  Street,  West.       Irene  Lane,   Super- 
visor,   101,    Esselen  Street,  Sunnyside. 

SERVICES:  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.   and   7.30  p.m. 

NATAL  DISTRICT: 

Durban   Branch:  7,  Buchanan  Building,  West  and  Russel  Streete.     John  Moore,  Presi- 
dent, 11,  Carters  Avenue. 
SERVICES:   Sunday,   10.30  a.m. 

EASTERN   PROVINCE    DISTRICT: 

Port  Elizabeth  Branch:  Foresters'  Hall,  Palm  Street.       Robert  J.  Doller,  President,  3a, 

Armstrong  Street. 
SERVICES:   Sunday,  10.30  a.m.  and  7.30  p.m. 

East  London  Branch:  B.  A.  T.  Jubber,  President,  5,  Nahoon  View  Road. 
SERVICES:  Sunday,  10.30  a.m.,  97,  Vincent  Road,  Vincent. 

BLOEMFONTEIN    BRANCH: 

C.  B.  Spear,  President,  10,  Gordon  Street.     (P.O.  Box  50.) 
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